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by May Ebbitt 



Jimmy had two lathers. One was his real father 
who drank too much. The other was the father 
Jimmy pretended he had, a man who combined all 
the virtues the boys on the street attributed to their 
fathers. 

Jimmy could not remember how his legendary 
father began. Perhaps his mother was responsible. 
He did recall the time when he was six and won 
a school prize for solo work at the annual concert. 
His father had promised to be there, but on the night 
of the concert he did not come home to supper. The 
hall was packed with the parents of children who 
took part. His mother sat alone. She always seemed 
alone to Jimmy. "What a shame your husband was 
not here," said the too-neighbourly Mrs. Fornby after 
the concert. "Yes," his mother answered. "Ted want- 
ed to come so badly, but he had to work. You know 
how it is." Shortly after Jimmy went to bed, he 
heard his father come in. He knew by the shuffling, 
unclear steps in the hall that he had been drinking. 

Whenever it had started, the legend had grown 
with the years and developed as many offshoots as 
a tree. 

•' Sure, my father can afford a car. But 

mother's ascarcd of them and won't let him have 
one. ..." 

" My father used to be an amateur boxer. 

nut mother made him give it up. Too bad he's su 
busy at the plant or he'd referee for us. ..." 

The boys at the playground would usually smile 
and say: "Yeah, Jimmy. We know. Your father's 
a great guy." 

And Jimmy would clench his fists and want til 
wipe their faces clean. Smile. That was all they 
dared. Ever since the summer evening his father 
had .come home drunk while it was still bright out 
and the whole of Oak street was sitting on its ver- 
andahs to cool off. "My father was entertaining 
gome engineers from out of town." Jimmic explained 
to the gang the next day. 

"Oh, yeah," Reg Fornby scoffed. "My father says 
;-our old man is just a lush." 

The fight that ensued cost Jimmy a black eye. 
He never told his parents how he got it. But after 
that, the boys only smiled when his father's name 
was mentioned. 

Now there was the business of the ice skates. 
He'd been cursing himself ever since he told the 
kids about the skates. It was three weeks ago and 
the fellows were sitting around Tony's restaurant, 
drink cokes and discussing what they were getting 
for Christmas. Jimmy knew all his mother could 
give him were socks and shirts and maybe a tic 
with a cowboy painted on it. Clothes he had to 
have anyway. There was never money for any- 
thing else. But she would wrap them up fancily to 
make them look good. 

Jimmy would not be able to list them in "what 
I got for Christmas." The other boys would have 
chemistry sets, electric trains and toboggans. The 
only clothes they considered acceptable gifts were 
two-colored hockey sweaters with a big league crest 
on the front. So Jimmy had let them talk without 
saying anything. But when Ed Nichols turned to 
him and asked: "What about you, Jimmy?", he was 
driven by some protective impulse to say: "My 
father's getting me skates." They had sounded good 
to him then — the clean black leather, the shiny 
tubes underneath and finally the knife-sharp blades 
he could run his finger along lovingly. All just 
as he had seen them at Curton's department store, 
and not too expensive cither. 

He asked his father for them the next morning at 
breakfast. His father looked sleepy and he had 
cut himself a little while shaving. But the only 
time Jimmy was sure of seeing him was at break- 
fast, so he asked. 

"If you want skates, Jim, you'll gel them," his 
father promised. But Jimmy remembered other 
Christmascs and other promises and did not feel 
very sure. 

As the days passed and Christmas came closer, 
Jimmy wondered if his father remembered. Then, 
this morning, only two days before Christmas, his 
nfther said: 

"What was that you siad you wanted, Jimmy?" 

Jimmy felt sick inside, but he answered quietly: 
"A pair of skates, dad. Sigc eight, please." 

"Sure, son. Sure." j 

Sure, Jimmy repeated to himself. If he can only 
stay away from that first drink tonight, I'll get my 
skates. 

In the late afternoon light, he stood at the win- 
dow watching the snow fall and waiting for his 
• father. Tomorrow would be too late. On Christmas 
eve the men stopped work early, and had a drink 
before they left the plant. So unless his father had 
the skates with him tonight. . . . 

Somehow the fact of the skates themselves had 
been blurred by another value. When Jimmy thought 
about them now, it was no longer what they would 
look like, or how they would feel on the hockey 
rink. Even the act of showing them to his friends 
was overshadowed by something else. It was now an 
affair that concerned only his father and himself. In 
asking for the skates, he was telling his father he 
still believed in him. If his father came through, it 
would even the score. It would make his real and 
his legendary father one. 

From the kitchen, he heard the sound of the 
oven door slamming. He wondered vaguely what 
they would have for supper — shepherd's pic or 
meat loaf. A horn blew further down the street. He 
wiped the glass where his breath had misted it, 
and saw a big shiny black car move slowly into view. 
The chauffer peered out, trying to sec the house 
numbers in the dim light. He stopped the car in 
front of their path, got out and opened the back 
door. As the occupant, a tall slim man with a black 
fedora, descended and turned up to the house, Jimmy 
searched his mind for who it might be. He somehow 
connected the man with his father and was afraid. 

The bell rang and his mother called from the 
kitchen: "Will you open the. door, Jimmy. I guess 
Ted forgot his key." At the mention of his father's 
name, the fear mounted to terror. His hand trembled 
as he turned the cold knob. 

The man now held his black hat in his hand. He 
towered above Jimmy and seemed to speak from a 
great distance. 

"Are you Ted Blain's son?'' 

"Yes, sir." 

"Is your mother home?" 

(Continued on Page 6.) 



FREDA 



We never came close to the war 
while at High School. To us it 
meant scrap drives and the Bed 
Cross, Air Cadets, little more. Our 
nearest approach to the realities of 
other continents came in the win- 
ter of 1942. when five or six Ger- 
man refugees appeared. 

Freda was the only one who 
came into our class, and hence the 
only one 1 remember. We learnt at 
the beginning that she was a Ger- 
man Jewish girl who had been 
smuggled out by relatives after her 
parents were killed. Before she 
arrived, our teacher gave us a small 
speech about the war and about 
tolerance, told us to be nice, 
friendly. It was obvious she was 
afraid to say much on the subject. 

Freda's hair and complexion 
were dark; her face was so sombre 
it was almost sullen. It was soon 
clear she had very little to say, and 
neither she nor the class made any 
overtures of friendship. Soon she 
came to be almost forgotten. 

We students gradually came to 
realize, mostly from the stories of 
an Italian in another class, that 
behind these six refugees lay some- 
thing vastly different from our 
Canadian school life. What terror, 
what persecution, what cruelty 
they had seen, we did not try to 
imagine. This was another world 
which ours could not approach — 
we accepted this without question. 

Gradually some of the stories 
were whispered about, however. 
We heard how Marek had been 
sleeping in the same bed as his two 
brothers when they were killed by 
flying glass from a bombshell out- 
side. Wc heard how Scppi, the Ital- 
ian, had lived with his family for 
four months in a Swiss barn before 
they bribed their way across the 
French frontier, and how eventu- 
ally he had been totally separated 
from them. 

About Freda we learnt very 
little. She had made friends with 
one Jewish girl in the class, but 
never played . with the sang out- 
side. Instead she used to sit in the 
classroom for hours after school, 
studying her books In silence, so 
that you would not notice her back 
there in the corner. 

By chance I happened to meet 
Freda one day in the Art Gallery. 
She was standing in front of an 
old Dutch painting, not moving, 
just staring at it. Curiosity, not 
friendliness, moved me to go over 
and speak to her. 

"Do you like it?" I asked, for 
to mc at this time "liked" and 
"not-liked" were the only cate- 
gories into which painting fell. 
Most definitely "not-liked" were all 
shades of Dutch masters. 

Evidently she liked it very much, 
so she said. It seemed that she 
had seen this very landscape her- 
self, when in Europe; had spent a 
year near there, in fact. She knew! 
the windmill on the hill and the 
river running near it, and could 
tell me where the little winding 
road wandered off too somehow 
her mind seemed to wander along 
with it, for now she told me about 
her home near Antwerp, and the 
garden in the back, and the Dutch 
tulips. 

All this for some reason did not 
hore my honest Canadian mind, al- 
though it was very alien to my 
well-established ideas on conver- 
sation. To hear her tell it. it' seemed 
like a testament of her old life, her 
confessions of a far-off cycle. 

At first I said very little, nothing 
to encourage or dissuade her. She 
was telling me now of her real 
home in Munchen, and» how they 
had been quite rich, and gone to 
Switzerland every summer. And 
then she told me how, one night, 
they had to move. 

She told me how they had gone 
to Switzerland, then to Belgium, 
then to France. And as she told 
mc. there was a rising note of fear 
in her voice, of fear and of flight. 

Then, at last she told me how 
they had tried to leave France. She 
told me of the five German motor- 
cycles blocking the road, how these 
men had stopped their car. In a 
crazy hard monotone, she almost 
sobbed to me what they had done 
to her mother and father, and how 
they had sent her fleeing, crying 
'■Dirty Jewess" after her. crying 
"Dirty filthy little Jewess" after 
her. 

It was a mounting flood # of emo- 
tion, which had swept me upwards 
with it. Now she stopped alto- 
gether, leaving nie poised some- 
where, far from my regular moor- 
ings. By now wc had long since 
left the Gallery, had walked home, 
past home, in the gathering night. 
The streets were strings of half- 
light below the enormous winter 
heavens when I finally left her in 
front of her new apartment-home. 

"You are glad," 1 pressed, "Surely 
(Continued on Page 8.) 



PRINCIPAL'S MESSAGE 




A Happy Christmas to each one of you, students and 
members of the stoff, ond warm good wishes for your 
health and happiness throughout all the doys of the New 
Year. 

There is a great ond growing body of Christmas liter- 
ature ond tradition, enriched continually from many 
nations ond languages. The undyingi story of the Gospels 
was superimposed on man's memory of the older pogan 
festivals at which our ancestors rejoiced at the new birth 
of the dying sun. The Arabian legend of. the tree that 
blossomed is matched by the mediaeval story of the mid- 
night garden, while the makers of ancient carols and such 
modem writers as Mascfield and Dickens have described 
in varying patterns the spirit of Christmas, yesterday, now 
and forever. 

One single thought inspires all of that great body of 
literature ond legend — the most profound and richest of 
all human hopes, the desire for "peace on earth, goodwill 
towards men." The realization of the new-born God in- 
spires a sense of joy and happiness that embraces all man- 
kind, so that millions of people at this season of the year 
remember how splendid life can be and, by their Christmas 
acts, bring reality closer to that ideal. 

At this season of the year I hope that all of ycu, com- 
ing to McGill as you have from divers corners of the earth 
ond* bringing many different heritages, may be made 
happy by the spirit of your ancient traditions and the com- 
radeship of new-found friends. May the things that you 
do for the hoppiness of others, interwoven with the joy 
that comes to you from the acts of your family and friends, 
make a pattern which will etch this Christmas in your 
memories as a rich treasure to recall throughout all the 
years of your lives. 

Again, A Happy Christmas to You. "God Bless Us 
Every One." F. CYRIL JAMES 



BUYMAS 

Once, doubtless, Christmas was 
a religious institution. In reverence 
of this tradition the name h^s never 
teen changed, though substitutes 
titles such as Gimble-mas or Macy 
mas have often (if frivolously t been 
suggested. 

Coming into the home stretch, 
lost Sunday's New York Times was 
slightly over 100 pages long. The 
Times is a fine example of n demo 
cratie institution, not worth any 
more than fifteen cents, and conse- 
quently bought by everybody. 

Remembering Jefferson and the 
natural needs of the people no 
doubt, the entire spectrum of 
Christmas gifts is lovingly present- 
ed to the American public. All 
across the United States last Sun- 
day, American families sprawled 
over the living-room floors and 
searched for what their friends 
most needed for Christmas. The 
entire dimension was herein pre- 
sented, from Persian rugs starting 
at S18.500. through "gifted folding 
unbrcllas" to an unlimited supply 
of "Surplus Bakclitc Wheels." 

The dominant trend in commer 
cial Christmas exuberance is paced 
by the fabulous success of the 
Dook-of-thc-Monlh Club. Pheasant- 
clubs, ham-clubs, and luxury-food 
clubs in general arc already old hat 
but still contract to mal L you any- 
Lining . from kumquats To prairie 
I hens land don't think I'm kidding 
through the mail. This year I was 
impressed by the emergence of the 
Fine Fruit Club, the Soups-of-All 
Nations Club (sort of a gourmet's 
U.N.O.) and Florida Pecans, As 
sociated- 

But above all American creativ- 
ity crowds the Magazine Section 
in a veritable orgy of product-dif 
forontiatlon. There arc automatic 
ncedlc-thrcadcrs, and special tic 
racks designed for "your clip-on 
bow tics." "Golf-bag table-light 
crs" arc advertised, in case you 
should desire to light a table, along 
with "a wonderful invention that 
makes it easy to have plenty of 
clacked ice. 

Via the medium of American 
capitalism, music has a somewhat 
peculiar relation to the Christmas 
buyer. Only a surplus of music 
boxes. I am sure, could be respon 
sible for an excrudcsccnce of 
"musical leather jewel boxes." 
"musical candy-dish" (this was ad 
vertiscd on the Sports Page", and 
even a musical teddy-bear. 

A pen-sized microscope is short 
ly followed by a pencil-sized mic 
roscopc, and both by a penknife 
style magnifying glass. There is 
a special fireside bacon-grill (for 
crisper bacon), and a reader's glass 
with a built-in light bulb. iThc 
gift that says "see better.") And 
finally, for the satiated family, for 
the folks who are still gasping from 
last Christmas, there is "Chargi 
The Candy for Dogs." As the New 
York Times says. "Give your dog 
a candy treat this Christmas." 

P.D.S 



Items 
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CO-ED ELECTIONS TODAY 
Voting takes place today for the 
I Members - at - Large on the Wo- 
men's Union Polls are open be 
Itwecn 9 a.m. and 4.15 p.m., in the 
.women's common room of the Arts 
building, for Commerce, Arts and 
Science students— in Beatty House 
for Physiotherapy and Graduate 
Nurse students— and in R.VC. for 
all other women students, 




STREET-CAR INCIDENT 

by Mudd 

It was late in the afternoon, the Saturday before 
Christmas. The short winter day had ended. Because 
of the unseasonably warm weather, stray puddles of 
water lay in the streets. A chill fog, however, hinted 
of the Impending onset of the incredibly delayed 
seasonal cold. 

At the tramway stop at the corner of Claremont 
and Sherbrooke Street, the student prepared to 
board the' H car drawing up. He shifted the khaki 
carrying-case from his left shoulder, and zipped open 
his windbrcakcr to get at the cartickct pocket of 
his Jacket underneath. 

The streetcar squealed to a stop six feet beyond 
the platform. The student jumped aboard, paid his 
fare, and made his way to a scat. He flopped himself 
down, laid his zippcr-looselcaf on the scat beside 
him, and readjusted the strap of the carrylng-casc 
on his shoulder. Then he let out his breath, and 
glanced about him. 

He gazed benevolently at the pretty blonde silting 
opposite. But then he remembered that he would not 
be able to go out that night, and a faint frown came 
to his forehead. He thought what a shame it was to 
have to study that week-end for Miss Larougc's 
French test on Monday. What a system they had at 
McGill in some courses, giving tests just before the 
Christmas holidays! 

However his mood of care quickly faded. He felt 
too good. He had juit finished off his Christmas 
shopping, and that cx-rcsplratory carrying-case had 
proved a godsend. It was the handiest thing imagin- 
able, much bctlcr than having to carry loose parcels 
together with his crammed loosclcaf. 

A brief smile flickered across his face as he con- 
templated Uncle Peter's probable reaction to the clay 
model becr-barrcl his respectful nephew was going 
to give him for Christmas. The respectful nephew 
wondered what he himself would receive In ex- 
change. He hoped it would be a cheque; he was 
strapped, and needed some money for New Year's 
Eve. Somehow, though, he was sure to be able to 
manage it. Now that he was a college man. he should 
have a chance to really enjoy himself. He glanced 
again at the blonde, and felt at peace with all .the 
world. 

The street-car turned from Claremont onto West- 
mount Avenue. The student got up and moved to- 
wards the door. Several other passengers did likewise, 
including the blonde. One of the parcels which she 
was carrying dropped to the floor. The student picked 
it up. and received a "Thanks so much." He smiled 
back, and got off the car. He felt a faint glow inside, 
and thought that there was nothing like Christmas. 

At the sidewalk, he turned, and looked north- 
"west for the Terrebonne bus. It was not in sight. He 
re-adjusted the strap of the carrying-case on his left 
shoulder, and then, vaguely feeling something miîs- 
ing. looked down at his empty right hand. 

The realization swept over him that he had left 
his loosclcaf on the streetcar. 

He looked at the vehicle, receding east into the 
fog. For a moment, he just stood there, following 
with his eye the blurring 14 sign. Then, suddenly, 
he began to run. 

The sidcwalkj were clear of all but the odd 
puddle, and though he had the filled carrying-case, 
he was not burdened with heavy clothes. In a second, 
he was sprinting creditably. 

As he began to think again, he considered what 
the loss would mean to him. Most of his course- 
notes for the year were in that loosclcaf. in addition 
to two of his text-book.'. Galvanized by terror, he 
increased his pace yet further. 

Even so. he would probably have missed the car 
had not' the fog kept the motorman to a cautious 
slowness. He was just able to make it at the next 
stop. 

He jumped aboard with almost a shriek of relief, 
and dashed to the place where he sat. The loosclcaf 
was not there. 

"Are you looking for your briefcase?" asked a man 
in the next seat. "The conductor has it." 

He muttered thanks, and ran back to the con- 
ductor's platform. It was not one of the regular 14 
cars, but had two men. 

"What are you looking for?" asked the conductor. 

"My brief-ca.se . . . that is, my looseleaf. It's a 
brown, zipper. ... Oh, there it is!" He noticed it, 
leaned against the conductor's seal. He reached for it. 

"Just a minute." the conductor interposed. "Can 
you prove it's yours?" 

The student straightened up. and re-adjuitcd again 
the starp^if his carrying-case. 

"Well ... it hasn't got my name in it. but I can 
easily tell you what's in it." He looked down at the 
conductor. He was still panting slightly, and spoke 
with a gasping breathlcssness. 

The conductor was short, thin, and had a wisp 
of a moustache. He gave a vague smile. 

"I'm sorry, but I'll have to take it down to the 
Terminus, and turn it in. You'll have to get it at 
the lost-and-found office." 
. . "But wait a minute! I can show you it's mine. I can 
tell you the order of the notes that are in it." 
, "I'm sorry," said the conductor tranquilly, 'but 
it is the rule that I turn it In." 

"Well . . . that's the lost-and-found office at the 
Craig Terminus? When is it open?" 

The conductor looked a trifle apologetic. "I am 
afraid that it is closed for the week-end. It will open 
at nine rfclock Monday morning.". 

"But ..." a fresh thought struck the student. 
"But I need the notes for a test I have on Monday. 1 
need them to study— it's important!" 

"I am sorry," said the conductor firmly. 

The student, looking baffled, paused for a 
moment. 

"But how am I going to be able to convince them 
any more than I can you?" he demanded. ' » ' 

"I do not know how you are going to convince 
them," the conductor replied. He pressed his eye- 
brow. "That is for you to do. But it is my duty to 
turn it in." 

The student looked steadily at the conductor for 
a few seconds. ' ■ 

"Thanks," he said. 

His finger stabbed at the stop-button in front of 
the conductor's scat. As the car slowed, he turned 
around and then got off. 

He stepped to the sidewalk, and gazed after the 
(Continued on Page «.) 
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Isaac Bickerstaffe, Esq. 

by Betty Sinclair 

(Bickerstaffe's "Love in a Village' is to be produced by 
McGill students at the end of January under the direction 
of Dean Douglas Clarke. As the author of this comic 
opera is very little known, this article is intended as a 
brief introduction to him.) 



THIS COLUMN -AGAIN 




HERE were three per- 
sons owning to the 
name of Uanc Bicker- 
staff (c) in eighteenth 
century England one 
of them actual, the others products 
of the imagination of Dean Swift 
and Sir Richard Steele. Such arc 
the curious twists of fate that the 
mythical Isaacs have shown the 
greatest hold on life. While Swift's 
mock-astrologer is still remember- 
ed, for Ironic warfare on imposture 
and credulity, and 'Isaac Bicker- 
ttaff'i Lucubrations' arc still popu- 
lar In Sir Richard's essays from 
•The Tatlor', the librettist of "Love 
in a Village." "Maid of the Mill," 
end "Lionel and Clarissa" Is almost 
forgotten. Posterity is not alone In 
disregard of him; in his life-time he 
fell so far from popular favor that 
even the date of his death is un- 
certain, and so thorough was his 
eclipse that his contemporaries 
usually overlooked him in their 
references to the theatre, or where 
they have acknowledged the lib- 
rettist they have markedly ignored 
the man. 

The sucess of "The Beggar's 
Opera" in 1728 soon crowded the 
stage with imitations, and for the 
next ten years everything that 
coud be— was made into a ballad 
opera. However more than thirty 
years were to elapse before a 
worthy successor to Gay was found, 
end then story, comedy, and verse 
were combined into a new kind of 
opera by the pen of Isaac Bicker- 
staffe. 

Bickerstaffe was born in Ireland 
about the year 1735, and at the 
age of eleven he became a page 
In the household of the Lord Lieu- 
tenant, Lord Chesterfield. From 
this time until the production of 
his first pasticcio little is known 
of him save thaj he served in the 
marines until he was cashiered. ' 

His first production. "Love in a 
Village," had its debut at Covent 
Garden Theatre on December 8th. 
1762. The plot is taken mainly from 
Charles Johnston's "Village Opera" 
which was performed at Drury 
Lane in 1720, and Bickerstaffe re- 
vised this earlier opera, including 
songs by Ame. Handel, Boyce, 
Gallupi. Giardini. and others with 
the added spice of a few risque 
lines. The ingredients were so ex- 
rcllently blended by Bickerstaffe 
that his chief-d'ocuvre completely 
delighted Londoners, and a new 
eta of popularity for musical shows 
was inaugurated, an cra^vhen they 
were even more in fashion than 
after "The Beggar's Opera." 

"Love in a Village marked the 
transition from ballad to comic 
opera, the form that was given 
new life by Gilbert and Sullivan 
In the Nineties, and which also 
foreshadowed the musical comedy 
of today. Tunes were included that 
were Hot specially composed for 
the occasion, but Bickerstaffe 
denied the use of common ballad 
airs. (In his "British Drama" Al- 
lardyce Nicoll differentiates be 
tween the two types of opera: in 
ballad opera the words arc written 
to older airs, and in comic opera 
the words arc composed for the 
occasion by individual musicians.) 

In the history of the theatre there 
have been many writers without 
literary talent or sincerity but 
with a certain skill in the creation 
of popular theatrical confections. 
Bickerstaffe without conscience or 
principal (artistic or otherwise) 
knew the theatre and the easiest 
way to please the taste of the 
moment, and was among the first 
of these confectioners. He wrote 
plays of all kinds as well as his 
operas and in nearly all he achieved 
very great success. He boasted of 
"giving the English stage its first 
■ cntimcntal drama <or forty 
years". The remark itself is am 
biguous, but it indicates his great 
pride In his own achievements 

William Hazlltl wrote of him: 
"Bickerstaffe's plays are continually 
acted: they come under the class 
of mediocrity generally speaking. 
Their popularity seems to be chiefly 
owing to the unaffected case and 
want of pretension with which they 
are written, with a certain humor- 
ous naivete in the lower characters 
and an exquisite adaptation of the 
music to the songs. His 'Love in a 
Village' Is one of the most delightful 
comic operas on the stage. It is 
truly pastoral and the sense of 
music hovers over the very scene 
like the breath of morning." 

While writing for the stage Blck- 
erstaffe enjoyed the society of some 



of the most famous men of his age. 
Boswcll in his Life of Johnson 
records that Bickerstaffe dined with 
him, the Doctor. Reynolds, Gold- 
smith, Garrick, and Murphy at his 
roomsin Old Bond Street on the, 16th 
October 1769. His social success was 
shortlived, however, for in 1772, 
only a decade after the production 
of "Love In a Village." he was 
forced to flee to France under sus- 
picion of a capital crime. Poor and 
despised he lived for some years at 
St. Malo under an assumed name, 
and then, but for several references 
in the private correspondence of 
David Garrick, he fades into com- 
plete obscurity. He died nbout 1812 
somewhere on the contihcnl. 

The references in Garrlck's cor- 
respondence are very interesting. 
The first, dated 24th June. 1772. .is 
a letter from Bickerstaffe to the ac- 
tor, written in French and sound- 
ing a very piteous note. Garrick 
was apparently moved by the 
plight of this erstwhile favorite, but 
he notes on the letter that he can- 
not reply— we arc left to gue.«s his 
reasons. A little light is thrown 
upon the subject in a further letter 
tinted March 18th. 1777. This is no 
appeal but an accusation. Garrick 
s charged with aiding Kcndrick 
nr.d others In driving Bickerstaffe 
out of employment and England by 
writing certain letters against him, 
mainly in the 'Morning Post." 
Whether these accusations were 
born from spile or founded upon 
reality (many arc the ways of dis- 
posing of a rival and we must re- 
member that Garrick was a pro- 
ducer and a playwright as well as 
an actor) we shall never know. All 
we do know Is that Bickerstaffe 
justly or unjustly vanished from his 
place in the bright lights of the 
theatre to the mists of exile, and a 
source of gay musical entertain- 
ment was cut off. 



SOCIOLOGICAL SOCIETY 

Prof. M. Cohen. Associate Pro- 
fessor of Law, will be the guest- 
speaker at this week's meeting of 
the Sociological Society in Room 49 
of the Arts Building, today at 
1 p.m. "Law and Changing Social 
Vaulcs" will be the topic of 
Prof. Cohen's talk. 




"NAPOLEON" 



GLIDING CLUB 

There will be gliding this Satur- 
day and Sunday at the St. Eugene 
airfield, weather permitting. All 
members going should be at the 
club garage on. University Street at 
8.15 a.m. on both days. 



RED AND WHITE REVUE 
There will be a chorus rehcrsal 

tonight in the Union Ballroom at 

6 p.m. until 8 p.m. 
The next rehersal will be held 

tomorrow, Saturday, at 2 p.m. in 

the Union Ballroom. 



In an earlier column under this 
same heading a statement was 
made concerning plaudits and re- 
proof. This statement promised 
praise where it was deserved, and 
blame in its proper place. Most 
past appearances of this column 
have been concerned with reproof, 
but this one deals entirely with 
praise. 

This columnist had the oppor- 
tunity of attending a rehearsal of 
the Arena Wing of the Pjaycrs' 
Club recently, and while here was 
introduced to this new-old form of 
theatrical presentation. The audi- 
ence sits at arms length from the 
actor, and in this position is af- 
forded the novel experience of see- 
ing the emotions called upon by the 
actors unmarrcd by make-up or 
distance. This proximity, of course, 
calls for actors and not more mim- 
Ists. The Arena Wing, however, 
has these actors. 

If for no other reason than the 
uncovering of this talent, Mr. 
Eugene Joussc's present experiment 
deserves all the praise the Uni 
vcrsity theatre organizations can 
give him. More, the entire Can- 
adian theatre, such as it is. had bct- 
tci look to its laurels and prepare 
to do battle with this new and 
potent adversary. 

Imagine yourself in your own 
living room, seated comfortably. 
The lights arc out. Suddenly .the 
lights flash on and you... and you 
alone. . . . arc the spectator, even 
the participant, of a drama whlcn 
verily unfolds before your eyes. 
Gone is the living room, gone are 
all the aspects of the room in which 
you sit... you are on the deck of 
a ship, in mid-Atlantic, or in some 
ratty jail in prejudiced Texas. With 
the actors you feel pain, misery, 
toy and exultation. Look about you. 
... at the other people watching 
this drama. They are so intent that 
their very faces reflect the emo- 
tions so carefully portrayed by the 
actors on the flopr before you. 

This is theatre at its most power 
(ul. its most intimate. Here is the 
nucleus of a great 'Canadian effort, 
it is the duty of every member of 
the University to support it, for 
it is ours. If we waste it, or throw 
it away, we will be forsaking a 
heritage we fight for, and demand, 
on every platform and in our 
search for education. 

A footnote to this column. . . 
The grateful thanks of this column 
ist are extended to all those who 
have been so helpful in presenting 
various thoughts for the better 
ment of our campus life during the 
past term. With the advent of the 
Holiday one cannot but think of 
the£- broken bottles and tattered 
streamers that will inevitably 
strew the campus. In wishing you 
all a very Happy Holiday, let the 
reminder be added. . . . "Enjoy 
yourselves in a sane way!" 




ITEMS OF INTEREST 
The Debating Society Finals In 
the Trip-to-England Competition 
will be held in the Ballroom of the 
McGill Union this afternoon from 
4.30 to 6.00. 



FOR SALE 

A microscope, Eleitz-Wctzlar. Ex- 
cellent condition, reasonable. Call 
DE. 1286 after 0 p.m. 



The Original "Redman" 
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IS name wasn't Napo- 
leon. I'm not sure 
what it was — Joe, I 
think. But his second 
name was Bonaparte. 
The family had no connection with 
the great man himself. They came 
originally from French stock but 
Joe's father claimed he was Ameri- 
can and proud of It. The real 
Napoleon was Corslcan or some- 
thing like that. As I said, his name 
wasn't Napoleon officially, but no 
one ever called him anything 
else. And he hated it. He 
didn't look unlike Napoleon with 
his short stocky build, his hawk- 
tike nose and sharp piercing eyes. 
But he didn't like the name. How- 
ever the name was Napoleon and 
the name stuck. 

Throughout public school, they 
laughed at him. They called him 
"the little corporal" or asked him 
"when he was going to rule the 
world" and the bitterness grew 
within him, Then when ho was six- 
teen he disappeared. No one ever 
knew where he went. His parents 
searched high and low for him and 
then gave up and settled back to 
raise the other seven members of 
the Bonaparte brood. It was one of 
the unanswered questions of the 
neighbourhood and ever so often 
when the people gathered around 
to talk, the question of the missing 
Joe would be brought up. 

Nothing had happened to Joe. He 
Just wanted to live his own life. He 
didn't want to be tabbed Napoleon 
for the rest of his days and so he 
changed his name. Brown he called 
himself— just plain Joe Brown. He 
cjmc to Montreal and there he got 
« job. It was a very ordinary job. 
At first all he did In the large ex- 
porting office was carry papers 
from one desk to another. He was 
clever and they say that If you arc 
clever and have drive you get 
ahead. Joe did. By the time he was 
twenty-one he was one of the most 
important cogs in the office. He 
wasn't chief dog there but he was 
doing far more Important things In 
the office than merely carrying 
papers from one desk to another. 

Then she came to work with the 
firm— she being Miri Jo Adorns. Joe 
fell for her hook, line and sinker. 
They use to kid each other about 
the similarity of their names and 
they use to go out together and 
have good times together. Joe had 
a ring all picked out and he was 
going to pop the question when 
something stepped in to stop him. 

That something happened early In 
September in 1039, when the mad 
men from Munich who had moved 
to Berlin, decided to move once 
again— this' time into Poland. Joe 
decided that If there had to be a 
war he was going to get in it and 
he wasn't going to ask a girl to 
marry him and then wait till he 
came bark— if he came back. He 
joined the RCAF and he got his 
wings— a full-fleged pilot. They 
shipped him oft to Europe but be- 
fore he left he saw Jo once more. 
Of course, she cried and of course 



By Conrad Shatner 

she promised to write and wait till 
he got back. And, of course, Joe 
believed her. 

Overseas, Joe saw plenty of ac- 
tion. He was co-pilot on a bomber 
with an nil-American crew. He got 
a bird's-eye view of Hitler's empire, 
and plenty of respect for the Ger- 
man ack-ack Arc. They nicknamed 
him In the air force. They called 
him "Najjolcon." Yes, Napoleon. 
It all started this way. 

Joe's co-pilot was a bio broad- 
shouldered Texan named Smith. 
Everyone called him Smithle. He 
was one of these .wisecracking Am- 
ericans such as you read about in 
the French novels: the type that 
typified the American tourist in 
European minds. On this particular 
trip, they were returning from 
bombing some European strong 
hold, and Joe was catching 40 winks 
while Smithle was piloting the 
plane. And Smithle was slnglng- 
off key as usual. It was an old song 
—"Come Josephine in My Flying 
Machine." Then suddenly he let out 
a bellow: 

"That must have been Napoleon's 
theme song." 

The plane rocked with laughter. 
Joe awoke with a start. 

"Did somebody call me," he ask- 
ed, dreamily, rubbing his eyes. 

"Hey Joe thinks he's Napoleon." 
"Take It easy fella, you need a rest" 
and other wise-cracks like that 
bombarded Joe. 

That's how It started and the 
more Joe protested the more the 
iiimc stuck. Napoleon he was to the 
fellows and Napoleon he was go- 
ing to be. There was no getting 
away from it. The whole thing hurt 
Joe. But then something even 
worse happened. The letters from 
Joe stopped coming. At first he 
blamed it on her lack of time. 
After all she had written him that 
die was working at one of the 
servicemen's canteens in her spare 
time and that must be keeping her 
pretty busy. Then he blamed it on 
the mails. They were never regular. 
He'd get a pack of letters at one 
time. And then he ran out of things 
to blame it on. 

She just didn't write, period. 

Joe was one flier who was pretty 
unhappy during the rest of the war. 
One day however it was all over 
and Joe decided here whs his 
chance. He was happy for he'd be 
tble to get away from that Napo- 
leon stigma and he was sure he'd 
be able to find Joe and straighten 
things out. 

It took him six months to get 
back to Montreal. Then it took 
him two more months to locate 
Jo. She had move to San Fran- 
cise. Joe was going to find her. Of 
that he was sure and he was going 
to bring her back. Of that he was 
surer. So taking all his savings 
and gratuities out of the bank, he 
6et out for Frisco. He searched 
high and low. No Jo. He had Just 



about given up hope when he 
found her. 

Joe loved music. He always had 
and he decided that while he was 
there he was going to listen to the 
San Francisco Philharmonic Orch- 
estra. He got tickets and he was 
all set to go. He got on the Cal- 
ifornia Street cable car and was 
heading for the San Francisco 
Opera House, when she sat down 
beside him. It was purely by acci- 
dent and he thought he was dream- 
ing. Here he was sure he had walk- 
ed up and down every one of Fris- 
co's 35 square miles of streets till 
he knew each bump in the side- 
walk without finding Jo, and now 
merely by chance she was sitting 
next to him. 

Joe didn't go to the concert that 
night. Ho had more important 
things to do. As soon as he could 
get Jo off the car, they went to a 
little nearby restaurant. They talk 
cd about everything in general and 
nothing in particular. You could 
sense that they were feeling each 
other out. Then it came. 

"What happened, honey? Why did 
you stop writing and why didn't 
jou wait?" 

"Just because my name's Jose- 
phine, do you think I was going 
tc wait while you played Napoleon 
over the face of Europe. I'm young 
and I like a good time." 

That did it. That reference to 
Napoleon did something to Joe. 
Something burst inside him. He 
was a normal guy and his nerves 
had taken all that they could. He 
went berserk. The next thing Joe 
was aware of. was the fact that 
people were holding him tightly 
and whispering in awe-subdued 
voices-"Hc killed her." 

After that Joe just didn't care. 
They took him down to police 
headquarters and asked him lots of 
questions and Joe admitted every- 
thing. They asked him if he want- 
ed a lawyer and when he said no, 
they appointed one for him. Joe 
didn't help him at all and a more 
disgusted and unhappy attorney 
was impossible to find. 

Of course, the papers played'it up 
big, especially the taBlolds and it 
looked like premeditated murder. 
After all didn't he pursue her all 
the way from Canada. Then came 
the trial. Joe offered no defence 
and the outcome was never in 
doubt. Then the Judge rendered the 
verdict: 

"Joe Brown, I sentence you to be 
removed from the County Jail here 
and taken over to Alcatraz prison 
and to be kept there for the rest 
of your natural life." 

Then he added. 

"This is an interesting sequel. 
Like another Lover of Josephine 
vou will spend the rest of your life 
as a prisoner on an island. Too 
bad your name wasn't Napoleon." 
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You should! Because Burlcy is one of the mildest 
tobaccos grown . . . with a smooth, mellow fragrance 
that tastes especially good in a pipe. Hurley packi 
easily . . . burns slowly . . . leaves a clean, 
white ash. And it stays lit! 
New pipe smokers enjoy this cool, sweet 
tobacco, right from the first pipeful. Veteran smoken 
swear by it. Try a Pipe of 

Picobac 
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ON WRITING LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 



By H.MURRAY WILSON 



Editors receive much mail; not 
only personal mail, but also mail 
which is to be redirected to the 
public at large through the me- 
dium of newspapers. Thus we sec 
how the jovial editor is actually 
always swamped with complaints, 
praises, criticisms, requests, and 
hints. AH of these are In the form 
of letters which have been hastily 
addressed: Dear Mr. Editor. 

But contrary to many thoughts, 
the editors (some of them, anyway) 
enjoy receiving all this fan mail. 
How else can a man find out all 
the gossip and scandal which old 
Mrs. Jones or Mr/Brown (or Gloria 
Smith, for that matter) has related 
over the back fence to the neighbor 
who lives next door? 

Editors of extremely large news- 
papers often never set eyes on these 
letters . until they are actually In 
print. If the editor had to read each 
letter personally, express his opin- 
ion on the matter, suggest to the 
rewrite man how the letter should 
be written, and then 'O.K.' the 
thing for publication, there would 
be a lot more editors in the world 
today. 

In some of the smaller papers, 
the editor personally opens and 
reads every letter sent to him. He 
changes It. re-wrltes it, opines (no- 
tice tKfe uncommon word) on it, 
marks it up, and 'O.K.s' it. He may 
even set it up in type. 

But getting back to the large 
newspapers like the Dally, we find 
that the editor has no time to fiddle 
around with such tribal matters. 
He immediately calls in his secre- 
tary, who he orders to take the 
letter and put it through its rounds. 
If what comes out Is any relation 
to what the prlglnal contained, it 
Is because the re-write man was 
net on his job. 

So you will insist on writing to 
the editor and complaining about 
Truman being elected when you 
had made a_wager (no betting al- 
lowed) that Dewey would win. You 
humbly commence your epistle in 



the time-worn fashion: Dear Mr. 
Editor. A very good introduction 
has thus Been established. 

Now for the body. 'I enjoy read- 
ing the newspaper which you pub- 
lish an awful lot. I like it so much 
that I wish it was published every 
seven hours. I particularly like the 
following sections: sports, features, 
women's page, comics, news, ad- 
vertisements, theatres, and radio 
page. I like the rest of the paper 
too.* * 

Then you say to yourself, "I 
have won the editor's confidence. 
Now Is the time for me to indulge 
into my complaint." 

'But, dear Mr. Editor, just why 
did that (CENSORED) Truman win 
anyway? You predicted that Dewey 
would win. You must have extreme- 
ly unreliable sources. I have lost 
all faith in you. I wish your rag 
would go bankrupt. Who lets you 
publish such nonsense? Whoever it 
is should be shot with you! 

The letter draws hastily 
close: "An ex-subscriber, J. 
timer McBlondéhead." 

Much to your amazement your 
letter appears in print the next 
day: "Dear Mr. Editor, I enjoy 
reading your paper very much 
etc., etc.. but I am rather puzzled 
at the fact that such wonderful 
paper as yours predicted that 
Dewey will win the elections. 1 
realize that it must have been ' a 
very difficult prediction to make, 
but I am certainly glad that you 
did not hesitate to tell us that you 
were wrong after the election was 
over. Meanwhile, still holding good 
faith In your document, and wor- 
shipping you day and night, I 
wish to remain, J. Mprtlmcr Mc- 
Blondéhead." 

You then immediately decide to 
sue the paper for liable or purgcry 
or something. You phone the edi- 
tor, who answers in a loud, boom- 
ing voice. This dispells every 
ounce of courage that is In you. 
Being now at a loss for words, you 
remark on what a pleasant day 
it is. Slam goes the editor's re- 
ceiver. 



You hang up too. 

(Any similarity between the 
methods in which the newspaper 
in this story is run and those cm- 
ployed by The Daily or any other 
paper, is purely coincidental.) 



to a 
Mor- 




Tailors to 
Gentlemen 

and their tons lor 
over hall a century 

Suits from '$46.00 
Winter Overcoats from $45.00 
Blaiers, novy blue from $26.50 
Trousers, gray flannel from $10.50 
Shirts, white collar attached 
$4.00 to $7.50 
Socks, Woliley $1.50 and $1.65 




UNIttO 

Meixanlne Fleer 
Dominion Square Building 

1010 Sr. Catherine St. W. 

Start open dally 8.10 a.m. to I p.m. 



CHRISTMAS SHOPPING? 
Daousf^ Fils M 

Jctrcllers Diamond 

Heiailori 

Invite you to visit their new store at 
BISHOP & ST. CATHERINE STREETS 

(2 block i cast of Guy) 
Extensive assortment of: — 

SILVERWARE COSTUME JEWELLERY LAMPS 

ruL^Z AL D '^ D WNGS CAMER/ i 
CHINAWARE WATCHES PENS 

ETC. ETC. ETC. 

Clubs note: 

Wo have a complete selection of trophies 
for all sports. 

SPECIAL DISCOUNT FOR STUDENTS 

DooueI Fils -M 

348a St. Catherine E. 
(Neir St. Denli) 
Tel.: LA. 0642 



^ N K^' 

1397 St. Catherine W. ^ 4fcJb ' i> 



(Corner Bishop) 
Tel.: LA. 8M9 



3699 St. Catherine E. 
(Neir Kfcolet) 
Tel.: FR. 3149 



^tc«i<«<«ici«tc<i<!ctc(<tctc>c«tc«iftt!c«ic«tctctct«uti<«ixie4«tei<tc«ici(<(««it 

McGILL 

Christmas Cards 

20 CHOICE SELECTIONS 



Priced from 75c per dozen 

Early selection is advisable 



Montreal Book Room, Limited 

1455 McGill College Avenue 




Montreal, Friday, December 17, 1948 



McGILL D'A I LY 



PAGE THREE 




PQLISn CLUB AT picGILL 

There will be a general meeting 
of the Polish Club on Friday, the 
17th, at 7.30 p.ni., in the Union New 
Room. 



Biology Building. Please phone CB. 
4401 if you know of their where- 
abouts. 



LOST 

1 pair brown kid gloves— Mon- 
day, Dec. 12 in Room 250 of the 



COSMO CLUB 
The Cosmo Club is holding Its 
annual Christmas party on Dec. 20 
at 8.30 In the Union Grillroom. Ad- 
mission 75c. 



X 



Dear Boss: Remember, that big six column cut which we 
printed last year that was taken of the McGill Choral Society 
«inging out at Macdonald College? It showed so many nice people 
■inging »uch wonderful music (that's editorial comment, but I liked 
them) that I thought you might like to run the picture again. You 



see, these people arc giving another concert tonight at the Currie 
Gym i In case you want to hear some good music. Boss, tickets 
are sixty cents and may be bought at the door), so, I took the cut 
and went down to The Gazette. First, it was put away o(T in a 
corner. The next night when 1 went back they had moved it a 
little nearer to where they print The Daily. Last night it was right 



beside the Daily's desk. Tonight I went back again, and convinced 
the nice man to print it. It took n lot of work, but If was worth 
a package of cigarettes and a free meal. (Can I put it on my ex- 
pense account?) Anyway, here is the picture, I think that it looks 
nice, don't you? Love and kisses, JOE. 
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OUR THREATENED VALUES 

(A Book by Victor Gollance) 
Reviewed by Berry Sinclair 



By VICTOR GOLLANCZ I being carried away by the Hitler shoot him for treason a few brief 
♦s^ NDER the bomb-wrecked | 0 ' earlier days with his vision of hours later, they showed a craving 
roof of the Stcttincr Rail- 'an "Aryan" Utopia, but if this be I for vengeance that was without 




kway Station— the Eustonja crime the people of Louisiana 



or King's Cross of Berlin 
— 1 looked this afternoon inside 
a cattle truck' shunted beside the 

buffers of No. 2 platform. On one W< $ S ° f B,H Abcrharl arc criually 

side four forms lay dead under SU'Ry, 



who listened to Hughie Long, and 
those of Alberta who hung onto the 



blankets on cane and raffia stret- 
chers; in another corner four more, 
all women, were dying. 

One. in a voice we could hard- 
ly hear, was crying out for water. 

Sitting on a stretcher, so weak- 
ened by starvation that he could 
not move his head or his mouth, 
bis eyes open In a deranged, un- 
^ comprehending stare, was the 
wasted frame of a man. He was 
dying, too." 

This passage is taken from an ar- 
ticle written by Norman Clark 
from Berlin. It was not written 
during the war. nor were these un- 
fortunate creatures the victims of 
Nazi cruelty. It was written on 



But even if every. German man, 
woman and child were guilty of 
heinous sin we must still accord 
them respect. A respect for per- 
sonality is fundamental in western 
religious thought it is demanded by 
Judaism and Christianity alike. 
Even the secular thinker recognizes 
Ho t|Uolc from Gollancz) "With a 



mercy. A sense of justice would 
have been appeased by his death 
from poison. When the newspapers 
of other countries blazoned every 
detail of this loathsome incident 
they were playing upon the sadism 
of their readers and not stimulat- 
ing pity. 

At the time of the Potsdam con- 
ference the British radio told of 
the misery In Berlin caused by 
death and disease from starvation, 
and in the same bulletin gave de- 
tails of all the food, wine, ice, and 



sense of necessity or inviolability other amenities of life that were 



independent of logical processes 
(his) own uniqueness . . . the ex- 
istence nf an inner citadel that 
must be forever inviolate." It is 

precisely because man carries 
within him a potentiality for good 
that this potentiality must never 
be crushed. The essence of liber- 
alism is the belief that man has 



August 24th, 1945, the dying man 

and women were Germans, evicted tnc capacity f °r moral develop 



from Eastern Germany now under 
Polish or Czech control. Theirs was 
no crime unless to be German is 
a crime. 

The action of the Poles and 
Czechs in so treating their former 
enemies is a gross negation of what 
Victor Gollancz calls 'respect for 
personality,' the belief that man 
must always be treated as an end 
in himself and never as a means to 
an end. No-one can excuse the bar- 
barity of the Nazis, the dreadful 
crimes perpetrated upon Jews. 
Czechs, Poles and other victims 
of Hitler's search for lcbcns- 
raum. But does this incrimin- 
ate 
Not 



ment. AU one can hope to do is 
to create the environment favour- 
able to this development. Failure 
to respect personality, then, is a 
negation of a value that all of us 
should hold dear. 

We do not have. to go to Ger- 
many to sec how debased man has 
become. Whqp a provincial leader 
infringes the freedom of a religious 
minority and punishes one who 
stands bail for the abused members 
of this group he is denying an in- 
trinsic right of man in a liberal 
society. A firm, an hotel, or a purely 
.secular university discriminating 



igains] persons, cither coloured or 
the whole German nation? jof the Jewish faith is disobeying 
unless we believe wilh|an imperative law of human re- 



cord Vansittart that 'Germany was, lationship. When Great Britain 



"modelled after the wolfpack, and 
has found H fatally easy to teach 
her citizens the ferocity and greed, 
the inseniitlveness and blood lust of 
the wolf.' And we can only believe 
that if we regard all the citizens of 
the United States as Al Caponcs or 
Bruno Hauptmans. It is true to say, 
of course, that the people of the 
U.S. did not applaud Caponc and 
Hauptman and follow their evil ex- 
ample, as the Germans did that of 
Hitler and his henchmen. But did 
the German people approve of the 
Nazi methods? It is not easy to re- 
aist a totalitarian regime whose doc- 
trines is 'machtpolitik,' the con- 
centration camps were heavily pop- 
ulated with those who did. The 
Germans may be called stupid for 



allows its people to sit down to a 
comparatively well-stocked table 
while the peoples of Europe and 
Asia are, in the mass, living on 
calorics so low that not only their 
health is in danger, but their lives 
also, she is guilty of a grave of- 
fence against humanity that is in 
no way lessened by the fact that 
Canada and the U.S. have far more 
and give proportionately far less. 

In addition to this failure to rec- 
ognize the fundamental rights of 
others there is a general dropping 
off of the quality of mercy, and 
pity is regarded as' symptomatic of 
weakness. When Frenchmen sought 
to save Pierre Laval from death 
by self-administered poison and to 
bring him to consciousness only to 



being flown into the American dc 
legates at the conference, and of 
all that was being done to make 
beautiful their living quarters. 
No disapproval was registered, 
only the inhumanly cold facts were 
given. These incidents have passed 
Into shameful history, but other* 
of this nature take place doily. 

Victor Gollancz's book "Our 
Threatened Values" is a credo of 
one man's faith in Christianity. 
To him the respect for personal- 
ity suffers hourly «tllshonor In 
thought, speech and act, and this 
threat to 'our value oi values' is 
greater than that of the atomic 
bomb. Gollancz Is no blind ideal 
1st. He was one of the few who 
saw, understood and warned the 
world about the Nazi danger In 
the mid-thirties, advocating real 
collective security. This was* the 
time that our leading politicians 
had their heads in a bag of false 
hope and complacency. In the. 
thirties he was termed an anti- 
German war-monger; now he is 
regarded as a Germanophile by 
those who would squeeze until 
the pips squeaked. 
The book was sent to a prominent 
Canadian newspaper for review. It 
was rejected. Mr. Gollancz is a 
socialist; his publishing house has 
edited many left-wing books and 
periodicals. Perhaps this admittedly 
capitalist paper feared this book to 
be socialist propaganda. If the 
editors had read it they would have 
discovered that it Is socialist only 
In the very largest sense of the 
word, that it is directed towards the 
establishment of an essentially lib- 
eral society. After all the real argu- 
ment for socialism is moral rather 
than economic. 'Our Threatened 
Values' is a testament of faith and 
idealism, and one of the* most stim- 
ulating books I have ever read. It 





SKATING 

Every Night 7.30 - 10.30 
Saturday & Sunday 2-4 
ROLLER SKATE 
FOR HEALTH'S SAKE 
Join Our Montreal Skating Club 
Wt GWa Roller Skating Lesions 

COLISEUM ROLLER RINK 

1007 GUY STREET MA. 7813 

Special Ritti far Cluha and Prltata Fartlta 



Where There's Coke 
There's Hospitality 



. . . Qui iMal y Pense 

PIPER AND THOMAS 
ne nf the most common expressions around this Uni- 
versity is uttered after exchanging heartfelt salutations to 
persons passing on the campus. It is, to whit: "What on 
earth was his (or her) name?" Many a pair of bosom 
friends at McGill have passed four long years saying 
"Hello" to each other every day in the week without ever 
knowing each other's names. This very human failing extends to us, 
along with most people. As a matter of fact, the only way one member 
of our partnership ever finds out the names of girls he would like to date 
is years after they have - graduated when he sees their names in the 
"Engaged" section of the Montreal Star. And then one wonders what 
would have happened had he known their names ... Ah, what might 
have been 
We know a young couple. — <♦ 




George Millarwick 3. and Alinec 
van Heinkcn, who said "Hello!'' to 
each other every day for four years 
while attending McGill, and they 
never knew each other's names. 
Each time they passed on the Arts 
Building steps Aimee would coyly 
look up at George and say "Hello!" 
George would blush and gulp "Hi!" 
Aimee would sigh "Gee. I wish I 
knew his name!" George would 
think "I wonder what in— she is 
called?" 

As the years rolled by it reached 
the stage where pride, sheer pride, 
prevented each one from admitting 
that he or she did not know the 
other's name, prevented him from 
phoning her up. which prevented 
her from asking him to her cock- 
tail parties. 

Of course, pride was nothing 
small in their case. The Millar- 
wick Munitions kingdom of Tor- 
onto for years had prided Itself 
on Its pride. The Van Hclnken 
Beer interests of Winnipeg made 
no doubt about the fact that no 
beer was better than theirs. 

So as the years passed, they 
went out of their way to see each 
other,' for youth is eternally op- 
timistic, continually romantic, and 
they sought to .learn each other's 
names by joining the same club». 
But no one would introduce them, 
— they seemed such firm friends. 
And. so they Joined the Martlet 
Society and the campaign commit- 
tee for Montreal's much needed 
Equine Rest Room but to no 
avail. 

At the end of four happy, but 
pointless years our. couple departed. 
Aimee wept bitter tears the last 
time she said "Hello!" to George. 
George blow his nose profusely 
after he ventured his last "Hi!" 
Aimee returned to the solitary, 
sheltered life of a heiress .to bil- 
lions, George, having qualified to 
assist in his father's concerns, re- 
turned to Toronto to learn the 
munitions business from the bottom 
up, prior to going abroad to stir up 
a few wars. 
And so the twain were torn apart, 
each cursing that they had never 
swallowed the pride of centuries in 



docs not confine itself to a formal 
discussion of the meaning of 'ought' 
and 'the Good," but breathes the 
very human meaning of ethics into 
its pages. 



order to learn the other's name, 
each wondering "Ah, what might 
have been!" 

But in this case fate look over 
in the form of a desired merger 
of the beer and munitions trusts. 
The Millarwick and van Heinkcn 
interests sought to take over the 
nation's army by exercising com- 
plete control over the two products 
it could never do without. And so. 
they being old-fashioned families, 
they sought to unite their proper- 
ties in the time honored manner, 
by matrimony. 

And so it was arranged. 

Readers of fairy talcs and movie 
reviewers will need no description 
of Aimoe's despair; of the short- 
lived revolt against parental au- 
thority by George, on hearing of 
the proposed (Union with someone 
he did not even know; of the joy- 
ful meeting at the altar and the 
triumphant wedding march; of 
their glorious exit from the churcn 
under an arch of the controlling 
stocks and bonds of every muni 
Hons and beer interest in Canada. 
It is superfluous to add that they 
lived happily ever after. By rais- 
ing prices they brought the army 
to its knee and George became 
Chief of the General Staff. 

And so we see what might never 
have been had fate failed to step 
in. George and Aimee no longer 
wondered what might have been, 
But fate Is usually harsh, and could 
easily have made Aimee marry a 
militant teetotaler, while George 
might have fallen under the spell 
of a pacifist . . . Oh, what might 
have been; — Piper As Thomas, 




A. Si S. NEW YEAR'S EVE PARTY 
Students arc reminded that 
tickets for the Arts and Science 
New Year's Eve Ball can still be ob 
tamed at the Union tuckshop even 
after the last day of lectures. Dress 
for the occasion is optional (formal 
or informal). 



M.O.C. 

The M.O.C. Christmas Hop will 
be held next Tuesday, December 
21st at 8.00 p.m. in the B.W. and 
F. Room, Currie Gym— 50c per per- 
son. 

• 

GEOLOGY SMOKER 
The Geology Smoker will be held 
tonight at 7.30 pjn. in the Union 
Ballroom. ;<^_ 



...for every 
occasion 



...a SLATER is 
second to none. 

For style, 
flexibility, comfort, 
wear, from every 
point of view . . . the 
reputation of 
SLATER shoes has 
travelled far and 
wide. 



Fot, AA&rv and Women. 



Without 
the slate 
it is not a SLATER 

SA.rJ, 



PAGE FOUR 



McÙI LL DAILY 



Montreal, Friday, December 17, 1948 



MeGILL CHRISTIAN FELLOW- 
SHIP 

The McGill Christian Fellowship 
will be holding a carol sing 0:1 
Sunday. Dec. 19. at 9 p.m. Dr. C. P. 
Martin will be the speaker. Re- 
freshments will be served. All arc 
cordially invited to attend. Place: 
3445 Peel. 



Young Lady 

will shore apartment with 
lady student, preferably a 
nurse — Situated near Mc- 
Gill University. 

Call MA. 6621 

After Six. 




AS YOU WILL 

REMfMBER, 
LAST TIME 

SUPER5HM00 

SAVEP THE 
LITTLE RED 

3>EAM 
FROM NONE 
OTHER THAN 
THE 

BIG SAP WOLF 

ffô W 

CRUISING ABOUT 
IN OUTER SntCE 

SUPERSHMOO 
sees... 



UAMPJNG ON THIS STRANGE PU AN ET 
THIY ENTCR MclUL UNIVERS >Ty7 .. 

"*o you torn Htl 

FW1 JUGOSLAV I 



I'M AFMtK 
yoo'RC T0O> 
LATfc TO 
REGIS- 

«VT£R 



FOR SALE 

1 pair Skis 

1 pair Downhill 

Harnesses 

I pair Steel Poles 

$12.00 

Phone BE. 5524 
After. 6 P.M. 



AFTER TWELVE 
HOURS QUfSTlOM- 
iMfr, THE TROFS. 
GIVE 

SVPERSHMO0 

AN HONORARY 
THIRP DECREE. 

UNA 6 LE To ProVe 
HIS INNOCENCE 
HP IS GOING TO 
BE PFSTROVEP. 

HYPER&IKL • 

HAS fSCMFCP... 




CHTNESF. STUDENTS CLUB 
All members and friends are 
cordially invited to attend the 
Christmas dance on Saturday. Dec. 
18, at 8.30 p.m. at the Kuo Mil) Tang 
Hall. 1101 Clarke street. 



lost ;. 

An Tuesday, in McGill Daily 
Features Office, a Shaeffer's foun^ 
tain pen, green and black striped, 
plainum ring. If found, please 
leave in Tuck Shop for J. P. 



y 

1 CHOICE 

2 CHRISTMAS GIFTS 



UNABLC 
TO ÛÊT 
RIP OF 




the props. 
Invite 

Him to 
stay... 



L.P.P. FORUM 
Gui Caron, Quebec lender of the 
LPP. will speak on "French Canada 
and the Fight for Peace" today at 
1 p.m. in the Union New Room. 




TRY TO SPLIT HIM 

----- -, - w* 2 * ■ 




OLDEST MeGILL - - - 
THE BIG FISHERMAN • 

By LLOYD C. DOUGLAS 

A COUNTRY LOVER - - 

By HELEN GUITON 




2.00 
3.75 

3.00 



Ask for 44-page Illustrated Catalogue 

THE POOLE BOOK STORE 

2055 McGill College Ave., Montreal 



ANP SO SUP£RSHMOO 
IS No MORS ! hiyPBRG IRL WAS 
S EE A/ 60IN6 INTO THE 

ENGINEERING BUILP/NG 

ANP WAS tVEvER He*RV> 



»t»»>>li>i>i>i»'>i»»i>i».>»i»i>>>i»i»i»,>,»>i>i>| ( »,H»>HH t > 



OF 



^'*-L 0£ REPLActp S y 

A NEW Ffe-ATURC-. 



WfJftPf&U MAffi 



Let's Go Formal ! 

TUXEDOS: SineJe or Doublt breasted, 
tinett English imported bararheo. 
Made to meosure, speeiolly priced, "f 



For Your 



FINE TOBACCOS 
IN 

ONE CIGARETTE 



SAVE THIS AD — 
OUT OF T0WNERS 

Cash for your collection of used 
(Foreign & Canada) stamps 
from Christmas mail, Extra 
Paper oround stamps. Poymcnt 
return mail. 

O.KAY STAMPS 
Box 182, Outrcmont, Que. 



Enlightenment 

for, Comic Books I Have Loved) 




TAILS: Fint English Boromeo, 
hand toilored to measure special 



$75 



FORMAL SHIRTS: Séparât. Ç7 t 95 
Collar Attached , 



$6.95 

SILK SCARVES: Pure *Wt* (tr aa 

silk, IS inches wide, fringed.. «P^.VV 

Fit-Rite Custom Tailors 





Black Kit 

(She always gets 
her man) 




COME TO "LO WHY'S" S 
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For Christmas Gifts 

<.IFT SLM.tiKSTIO.VS 

Shirts from 3.75 — Tics from 1.00 — Hose from 
.95 — Pyjamas from 6.00 — Slippers from 2.25 — 
Cowns from 9.50 — Cloves from 3.95 — Sweaters 
from 3.95 — Scarves from 1.95 — Ski Caps from 
1.95 — Parkas from 19.50. 



from exploitation. She also obliges 

With some judo lessons, so that you 

too can do as Black Kit docs. 

Also included in the same book 

is nn adventure of the ncc detective 

Derry Cake whose means arc a 
Gentle reader have you met the ,,. ,, ,. , ,. ,. . , 

„ . . ,.lil-tlc more refined than the dusky 

Black Kit.- If you haven t.vousnould! Kit . s bu| hc (oo Rcts h|> man _ 

hasten to the nearest magazine store usua||y botwccn , hc cycs with „ 

and buy an introduction to thus j Jll |] cl 

glamorous crime-buster. who makes , rtrong|y rccommcnd , h|l book 
Dewey look like a Sunday school a) | w j 
doublc-jointctl. dou- 



So far, so good. But here the cle- 
ment of fantastic exaggeration en- 
Howevcr on the very next pagCjters. For the manner in which hc 
Tex is told of a bank robbery across gains this money is by taking "Bet- 
the street. Tex is no coward. He a-billion" Bashby's bet that hc will 
steps into the bank and gives the J not be able to retrieve a silver dol- 
crook a minute or so to try shoot- Jar tossed out of the window of 
ing at him. "You Need Belter Aim Mr< Bashby's sky-scraper penthouse 
Than That." hc smiles sardonically.; office before the coin touches 
as the bullets trace his silhouette ar0 und. 



enjoy stimulating adven- 
tures with gorgeous redheads and 
smooth operator snluminc detectives, 
trick, even of judo 



teacher. This 
blc-barrcllcd 
knows every 
She wears deep boots and gauntlet 
gloves, a half-mask as a disguise, 
and. nh yes, a becoming double- 
breasted uniform • cut on natural 
lines. 

The Black Kit (alias Linda Tur- 
neri is a movie star, among other 
things, and one of her most recent 
adventures took place .on location 
in Indian Bone Gulch. Linda is in 
bed enjoying a spell of peace when 
suddenly things begin to happen; 
a cowboy and an Indian begin a 
fight (it is not clear how they got 



Tex Barrel! 



Sharpshooting 
American Hero 



Tex Barrell is worth studying as 
an American hero. I should think 
that onlv the Twentieth Century 
could provide such a personified 
transcension of the primitive laws 
of nature. On page one hc lassos 
two burning torches simultaneous 
ly: on page two he leaps from his 



i horse and catches two Indians by 
there but we mustn't split hairs); , hc forc , ock 

through the air ap- 



BUY NOW 



START PAYING 
NEXT YEAR 



SUITS 

FROM 42-50 

Don't defer your purchas 



OVERCOATS 

FROM 39-50 
-Defer your payment* 




IT'S .\OT TOO LATE 

Order your holiday Suit or Top- 
coat from "Lowby's" today. We've 
every model and material. 
Alterations (rce of charge. Fit 'is 
guaranteed. Pay next year. 



1223 i 
PHILLIPS SQUARE 



while still in mid-air, 
Later hc end his horse leap togeth- 
er over a fort wall into a swarming 
of approximately three hundred 
Indians. The fortress captain, 
cither a coward or a student of pro- 
babilities, yells wildly, "Come Back, 

Hc 

better. Tex 
triumphantly through a 
in. screaming mob, comparable only to 
justice I Eaton's basement, while in the next 
picture one injun explains this to 

Ride 



known 



chairs hurtle 

iparently under their own power, 
J and poltergeists give a pantomime. 
I Is Linda alarmed? Is she non- 

pleased'.' Not on your life. She dons 

her uniform and goes into action. 

She hangs from chandeliers, uses C nmc Back. Yuh'll Be Killed 
quick upper cuts to break her enc-i should have 
mics' jaws, rides bare-back (well r |dcs 
almost ». and generally behaves 
an arbitrary fashion until 
reigns supreme. 

Another thrilling time is had the reader: "Can't stop him 
when Linda breaks a gang opera-' Like Madman." 
ling as the Milk Fund Foundation! "Shortly after" (and here J 
for 'pcrvidin 1 the poor little 1 quote) the Indians break through 
orphans wit' milk.. To prepare for! the wall, but meanwhile Tex (great 
thés emergency she dons her man) has ridden from Fort Saga 
doublc-brcastcd uniform again, and more to Canyon City and returned 
using a wide range of commando! with suitable reinforcements. The 
tactics she saves the philanthropists'saga ends with Tex looking as if 



hc Is about 
Heart. 



to receive the Purple, 



the 



in the opposite wall. 

As long as the Bible is taking a 
vacation in the U.S.A.. there will 
be a need as well as a demand for 
hero-stimuli such as Tex Barrell. 
Inspired by such images the young 
American child yearns for malur- 



• • --. — > v 



Bashby tosses the coin out of 

the window, and the hero dives 

after . But then there is an ex- 

pl) i the sewage system, which 

rei ii a geyser on which Li'l 

Abi :. the coin clutched in his 

hand, floats back to the penthouse 
ity, cither as a cowboy, or as an windmv 



interspace captain, or possibly as 
the leader of gang of bank-robbers. 



Such fantastic exaggeration can 
never please the discriminating and 
intelligent public. For how could 
Li'l Amber make such a bet with; 
Bashby when hc has not even suf- 
ficient collateral of his own to be 
able to alleviate the food-shortage 
in Dogpatch? It is obviously most 
improbable. 
An oven worse element In this 

that we turn this page of this much-, is * hc . "««hbrow element of 
_..,_,:__.,„. ,"<-.-.-. > .-i [ Plotting. As is seen from the above 



Li'l Amber 
Dogpatch Theseus 

LI'L AMBER COMICS. No. 05. 
Supcr-Doopcr Publications Limited; 
10c. 

It Is with great disappointment 



vaunted publication. Widely herald- 
ed by some of our more intellectu- 
ally minded colleagues as the great- 
est event for years in the comic- 
book field, it fails utterly to live 
up to such great expectations. . 
One of the most damaging charac- 



cxample. Li'l Amber plans to buy 
food to relieve his people's famine 
by winning the bet from the Big- 
City financier Bashby. This is not 
only wildly improbable, but also 
far loo artily devious: he should 



. solve the fcod-shorlagc by creating 
tcristics with respect to its merit is mal(cr 

the fantastic clement of exaggcra- vitiated 
tion. For example, let us consider 



by these defects. Li'l 

Amber is not so much fare for the 
the opening episode in the book: ;lnc discriminallns and sensiblc c ™ 

The community of Dogpatch is ; lc . rcndcr , bul intoxicating iso| , 

starving. Li 1 Amber, the hero (who for long-hairs. ! 



lacks in some measure the mental 
attainments necessary for the role), 



It can never succeed until It is 



written up ^o the standard of its 
sets out to the Big City to save his , audience, 
home-town by obtaining the money 



with which to purchase 6.000 ham 
sandwiches. Hc plans to do this by 
winning a bet from the noted fi- 
nancier. "Bet-a-billion" Bashby. 



Canadian farms grow enough 
wheat in a year to meet the normal! 
bread requirements of nincty-twol 
million people. 



Open Every Evening Until 
Chrtitmni Until 9 p.m. 
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Women's Union Elections Today! 

Vote in R.V.C. or the Common Room in the Arts Building 
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GIFT 



by famous makers 



' 1 



★ 
★ 
* 



Gotham 

Kayser 

Orient 



At l he 10 smart 
Ltnrior shops — 
the finest Nylons 
iv it h dark scams. 
Newest shades. 

1.40 1.65 1.85 
WRAPPED IN À SILVER GIFT BOX 



INDOR 



*4TIOH> V 



77J ST. CATHUINt W. 
1505 ST. CATHERIN! w. 
1104 ST. CATHIRINi W. 
2(21 MAISON STRUT 
SOI PARK AVINUI 
1757 NOTRE DAME W. 
«715 ST. HUIIRT STRUT 
tilt MT. ROYAL AVI. t. 
4009 WILIINCTON IT. 
IN THI IAURINTUN HOTtt 
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Yiur ntnrot Llndor Shop, 771 II. Calhcrlni W„ 



Saturday Night 



Tickets Sold At the Tuck Shop And At the Door 



DEBATE AND DANCE 

' 9 , * * ♦ ■ , 

Jointly Sponsored by the McGill and U. of M . Law Students 



'A 



DEBATE: Moyse Hall 8 P.M. 
"Abolition of Capital Punishment" 



DANCE: Union Ballroom 9:30 P.M. 
Music by a Popular Orchestra 



it 
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A Dialectical Appraisal of the Comic Book 



,. The importance of the comic book 
In our culture is hardly to be over- 
estimated. It is the form of art 
•.which most influences the children 
«i our country. Now, if democratic 
sentiments can be Instilled In peo- 
ple during the formative years of 
itheir lives, they will retain them 
>*ai basic in their thinking well Into 
•adulthood. As Lenin remarked: 
*'Glve me tho children for four 
jyears to educate, and I care not 
Iwho has them afterward." (The as- 
sertion that Ignatius Loyola said 
•the same before him, is vile reac- 
tionary slander.) 

; In addition to thii Important con- 
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LET'S 
MAKE IT 
A PARTY! 

8 PM TUESDAYS 




^oke a gay stort to the festive 
Reason by taking o party to 
iJMORGANTIME . . . os MOR- 
GAN'S guilts • . . next Tuesday, 
ïfor a half hour of songs by 
$ÇISELE, Conodo's great new sing- 
ling star . . . 
<£ 

£■* wflh or'cniiiraf orrongtmtitfi by 

2> GEOFFREY WADDINGTON 
;.W (Ac »»-p/«c« MORGAN Otthettto 

Tickets for next Tuesday's 
^ broadeait from L'Ermitoge 
i£ ovailoble, with MORGAN'S 
N? compliments, from 

THE CONSERVATOR I UM 
OF MUSIC 
THE ARTS BUILDING 
» THE "ASK MR. FOSTER" 

TRAVEL BUREAU 
Motgan'i Sixth floor 

HENRY MORGAN & CO. 
LIMITED 



lideratlon, it must be clearly real- 
ized that the circulation of comic 
books is not confined to children, 
but is indeed the staple intellectual 
fare of a great number among the 
masses . . . particularly th'bse seg- 
ments who are temperamentally 
best fitted to be led by democratic 
elements into the class-struggle. It 
Is the art for the people, and hence 
a natural concern of all progressive 
persons. 

But It is at this point that \vc 

encounter the real difficulty in our 
analysis a difficulty caused by tho 
same factor that refutes the spe- 
cious assertions of the partisans of 
private plunder that the capitalist 
world has a truly free press. For 
who can publish, under this system 
of quote . . . "free" . . . unquote . . . 
enterprise, a comic book? Who but 
the rich capitalist! Under the much 
vaunted "freedom of the press" now 
existing, anyone can publish a 
newspaper, book, or magazine . . 
provided he has the necessary mil 
Hons to invest in the fantastically 
expensive presses and office-build 
ings requisite to the function! As 
a consequence, this natural medium 
of education for the people Is dis- 
torted from its natural democratic 
lendencies, Into a sewer of re- 
gressive propaganda. 

A typical instance of this. Is seen 
In the feature, "Little Abnik", by 
the counter-revolutionary literary 
prostitute, Al E. Catt. In this comic- 
strip (the latter word has a sur- 
prisingly apposite significance in 
this application) the glorious Soviet 
Union Is cynically derided under 
the thinly-disguised cloak of the 



THE CHURCH OF ST. 
ANDREW and ST. PAUL 

Sherbrooke and Ridpath Street 

Attn/iter: 
Reverend R. J. Berlls, B.A., B.D. 

ll.oo i.m.— Christmas Celebration of 
Holy Communion. 

11.00 a.m.— Church School 

7.30 p.m.— Cantata by J. 8. Bach: 
"Come, Redeemer of our 
Race." 

1,30 p.m.— Sunday Evenlnc Ctub. An- 
nuat Festival of Carols. 

Ortanlit and Choir Director: 
KENNETH MEEK, B.MUS, L.MUI. 

MeGf/f Student! Cordially 
Welcomed 
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11 a.m., December 19, 1948 
SPECIAL CHRISTMAS SERVICE 
Sermon Subject) 

Minister: Rev. Angus Cameron 

Dlrtctor el Rtll«loui Iducotloni Donald Handlord, B.A. 

■ckti 




Organltt and Choir Olrtctor: Donald Mackoy 

Church of the Messiah 

UNITARIAN 
Corner of Sherkrookw end Simpson neat Guy 

Church School at Channing Hall 

and Unitarian House, 11 a.m. 



name Upper Slovvobia." In this 
atrocity, our great ally is actually 
depicted as being a barren and 
Impoverished arctic region (the 
term tundra should not be used- 
It Is well-known that the tundras 
arc actually regions as fertile and 
agreeable as Plato's Republic). This 
devastated land— which actually 
resembles the wastes of Dawson 
College— is portrayed as seeking a 
loan of three billion nickleniks 
from the robber-baron imperialistic 
U.S.A. At this point, the feature 
actually becomes realistic, in the 
confident knowledge that the dupes 
who read it will consider it to be 
the grossest exaggeration. It gives 
a perfectly-accurate and detailed 
sketch of a typically moronic, self- 
seeking, corrupt, capitalist-serving 
American senator! 

Many misguided — or perhaps 
traitorous? — friends of democracy 
profess the belief that such bourge- 
ois propaganda rebounds upon the 
culprits. But it is clearly shown, 
by a moment of honest thinking, 
that this Interpretation is incorrect. 
The flaw In this "boomerang" hypo- 
thesis, is that it assumes the cross- 
ness of falsity In the propaganda 
will immediately reveal the true 
nature of its intrinsic hollowncss 
to the readership. However, it is a 
known principle that the simple 
mind will swallow anything-. (This 
characteristic is not necessarily dis 
advantageous, since it makes possi- 
ble the instilling of democratic and 
progressive principles in the mind 
of its subjects (once the taint of 
capitalism has been removed from 
the socio-economic structure). But 
in the present case, it ensures the 
continuing grip on their power by 
the robber-barons who at present 
dominate the Western so-called de- 
mocracies.) 

Consider, for example, the comic- 
feature syndicated by that arch- 
type of the pirate press, the Chi- 
cago Cribune, entitled "Little Or- 
phan Sabakf," by one Harold 
White. This strip glorifies the 
principles of the existing ecenomlc 
swindle-system in their pristine 
outrageousness. It is, for this rea 
son, advanced by the faction I have 
mentioned as a prize example of 
the type of propaganda which Is so 
blatant that its readers are driven 
by reaction into opposite, and 
therefore desirable, opinions. But 
the least study will infallibly show 
that any persons reading this serial 
must inevitably be of too low a 
level of intellect to react to any- 
thing. Nothing could more mark- 
edly demonstrate my own thesis. 

It Is for this reason that I urge 
all persons interested in true 
Marxist reformation of our society 
to oppose comic-strips and books 
with all their power, and to sup- 
port all measures for their banning. 
Until a truly * democratic govern- 
ment is established in control to 



Keystone of Our Culture — The Comic Book 

In view of the intense interest shown in the 
features page by the readers this year, the staff 
have been encouraged to attempt this grand 
project, in the confident expectation that it 
will meet the taste of most. 



For Those Who Think Funnies Are Kid Stuff . . . 



MEETS 



PLAKET 




Europeans and Canadians In par- 
ticular, arc prone to the idea that 
comics arc for the kiddies. But any 
American who has ever eaten a 
hamburger, in a drug store can tell 
you that the most avid habitue of 
the Comic Corner is as apt as not 
to bo a (young), close-shav«n, 
slightly mousy gentlemen, dressed 
usually for the banking profession. 
Last summer, I was fortunate 
enough to be enlightened by seeing 
bevies of non-commissioned of- 
ficers of the American Army, furi- 
ously engaged in following their 
cellophane-clad ideals. 

The cover of any comlo book 
should be sufficient evidence that 
the comics are trained at mature 
minds. Here Is a close-up of ' a 
feminine body, clad* only in purple 
lipstick and an appealing bathing- 
suit of ultramarine ink. Either she 
is being slowly tortured with atom- 
ic rays (in which case the hero is 
male: for female readers), or she 
is casually drawing a gun on ten 
or fifteen bank-robbers (strictly for 
males). You think funnies are for 
kids? 

Comic advertisers are well aware 

Just whom they are advertising to. 
EXCITING COMICS (Featuring the 
Black Terror— Nemesis of Crime) 
(carries ads for: 1) "It's Here! It's 
New! A 2-in-l Llghter-and-Clgar- 
ette Case." 2) Free Booklets on How 
to be a Radio Technician." 3) "A 
Spotlight for your Duckhunt." 
Nothing else, and positively no- 
thing for the six-year-old market. 

I have" at one time or other seen 
ads for "Build Your Physique," 
"Success In Your Married Love 
Life," and a charming little phos- 
phorescent neck-tie that lights up 
at nicht and says, "Will You Kiss 
Me in the Dark, Baby?" 

The little kid who still has his 
nickel from last Saturday, and 
thumbs through the pag6s for some- 
thing to buy, will thumb in vain. 
This is the kid that once, through 



his willingness to pay ten cents for 
brightly colored paper, started the 
Ercat Bat-Man Bonanza. But at this 
point the matter is entirely out of 



en 1 children might just as well to 
back to Robinson Crusoe. 
, a 



There are about 140.000 rttail 
his hands. The living medium tor. storM ln Canada, and they do almost 
sex, color, and advertising, it is a U| x billion dollars worth of businen 
major American concern. The read- in a year. 



MERRY CHRISTMAS 

and 

A FLOWERY NEW YEAR 




15', Reduction For McGill Students. 



760 Sherbrooke St. W. 



MA. 3661 



Between the Union and Strathceno Hall 



made the great Titian, this artist is 
nothing but a modern Jean Joseph 
Elconore Antoine Ansiaux! Nothing 
more damning could be said. 



Starling next week and appearing dally until January 11th 
this will be a regular feature of The Daily. 



"Furious Funnies" Show Artistic Merit 
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Les Weiner 



ÀI. Vincberg 



For All Occasions 

NAVY BLUE BLAZERS 

$29.50 

(Your College Crest — from 59c) 
Grey Flannel Trouseri - - - from $12.95 

Your College Sweater in V-neck and 



Cardigan Coat Styles • 




- - - - $ 8.95 
Others from S 3.95 



WIAR THEM . . . COMPARI THIM 



U UMITIO 



1447 McGill College Ave., Montreal 
CLOTHIERS and HABERDASHERS — PL 8909 
Store Hours: 9 to 6 Doily — Saturdays included. 



A little book of considerable in- 
terest to art collectors is the slim 
volume entitled "Furious Funnies" 
published this week by Messrs. 
.guide literature and art In the cor- Stopgap and Windemere, Toronto, 
red channels, the comics remain a | (32 pp. 10c) 
vicious instrument for the repres- 



pictures which relate his adven- 
tures, however. It cannot be denied 
that the artist lacks that detailed 
knowledge of anatomy so requisite 
to convincing portailurc. It is in 
deed deplorable that modern art- 



slon of the popular will. They must 
be destroyed. 

— • . 

-Franco-American Amity 



In a novel and most economical ids, who have achieved such a corn- 
manner this signlficent collection mand of color and 'boldness of de- 



McGill's Literary Magazine 

FORGE" 



WANTS 
SHORT STORIES 
ARTICLES 
POETRY 
PHOTOGRAPHS 

NOW ! 

' LEAVE THEM IN THE UNION TUCK SHOP 



Cher Jim, 

zis is ze taimc of zc yer oucn 
pippel send zair ouiches for Cris- 
mas. Alors, I not do ouant tou miss 
zls occasion of ouiching you a 
Mary Crismas and a Api Nuou Yer. 

Id in Paris zc magasins are foul 
of pippel hou ouant tou baille 
meni cadeaux for zair frends and 
famill. Mais zisc pippel zal ave no 
monal excepte for ze foud, ze cine 
ma and ze metro. Alors zal go tou 
ze Galeries Lafayettes, ze Trois 
Quartiers, etc, and zal onll louk. 
A fuou stll gette ze cadeaux and 
zal tek zem tou zair ome in ze 
metro. Ze rich pippel In ze marche 
noir, zal are ze onli ouancs hou 
ave ze possibilitl of baillin cadeaux 
for zair frends and famlli, and zai 
tek zem tou zair ome in ze longues, 
blak limousines américaines. Zai 
are leki, zese pippcll 

Maille fazcr he as cut a sapin for 
makin ze Crismas tri ln aour aouce. 
Mais oui ave noting tou decoret zc 
tri. Aussi I ave no chous tou pjJt 
in aour cheminée for ze Pore Noel, 
so I dou not fink zat I am goin 
to receive no cadeaux zis yer, 
ouance mor. Mais I ope zat you 
ouill get meni cadeaux, blcose you 
live ln zc rich Ameriqua, oucr ze 
strlts zai are med In gold. 

Ouance mor I ouich you a Mary 
Crismas and a Api Nuou Yer. 

Thierry. 

Dear Thierry, 

merci bocou pour ton laltre ci 
ma donnai une grande plcasir. 

A New-York la Xmas spirit fal 
les gens fou; Les conductors de les 
automobiles lis brûles les rouges 
lumiairies et ils coures pardessus 
les pedestrians; les department 
stores son plaines de gens qui push 
et punch pour ashctal gifts pour 
ses relatives et amis. 

Les parents a mol ont ashetal bo- 
cou liquor pour ^les parties que ils 
jetrons a maison pour Christmas, 
et je suppoz ills oron un continu- 
ous hangover de Xmas a New 
Year, com par usual. Ils ont ashe- 
tain ossi bocou cados pour mol et 
si tu veus je envalrai a toi les cas- 
sais jouais a moi pour ton fun. 

Je soualt a toi une Joleu Noall 
Jlet un Eureu Nouvall Anal. JIM. 



condenses Into a few pages liter- 
ally hundreds of reproductions re- 
presenting nearly every school of 
modern art.. 

Variety is the key-note of this in- 
genious exhibition and the works 
presented range all the way from 
the candid realism of Mr. Little 
Wundcr (whose drawings bear the 
general title "Terry and the Mc- 
Gill Fund Canvassers") to tho 
classic anatomical studies of Mr. 
Edgar Wheel Barrow's "Tartan of 
the Apes." 

Each artist's work is grouped un- 
der a general head, and the draw- 
ings are so designed that when 
viewed in order they convey not 
only the message of each separate 
composition but a general over-all 
story as welL 

An innovation of great value 
something never before seen in 
serious art in all this critic's wide 
experience — is a method which 
Is calculated to convey In words 
the thought of a figure which the 
artist desires to have express a 
thought he merely places what we 
shall term a "balloon" — a confined 
white space in which the words are 
actually printed. Truly ingenious! 
Thus the fact that a figure is sneez- 
ing (which Filllppino Lippl found 
so difficult to depict in his por- 
traits) is stressed by the near-by 
"balloon" which carries, rather like 
the banners of Michaelangelo's che- 
rubim, a message — in this case 
"Ah-choo!" Consider how much 
more effective would Botticelli's 
'The Birth of Venus" have been 
had she. rising from that magnifi- 
cent shell, dramatically exclaimed 
"Zowiel" 

To get down to commenting on 
the several sections individually, 
we are first struck by the effective- 
ness of "Supcrshmoo," an Individ- 
ual whose popularity, we predict 
will seriously challenge the figures 
of Paul Bunyan and William How- 
ard Taft for the chief place ln the 
American mythos. "Supcrshmoo" is 
endowed with vastly superior in- 
telligence and as far as physical 
prowess Is concerned is well-night 
omnipotent. He can, to cite several 
instances, stop a sixteen-inch sheel 
with his unprotected head, make 
his way without difficulty to the 
rear of any tram, and split atoms 
with his bare hands. 
As to the artistic merit of the 



ATlSFYtNG 

E R V I C E— 

Yes, satisfying service is 
a specialty of this Pre» 
scription Pharmacy. 
Here you are assured 
courteous consideration 
by our expert, registered 
pharmacists; fresh, potent 
drugs; uniformly fair 
prices. So, why not bring 
us that next prescription? 



A Prescription Pharmacy 
Since 1865 



lineation, have neglected that study 
so important to the great masters 
of the past — that is anatomy. No 
one can deny that'll was his in- 
tense interest in the female nude 
that made Donatcllo the father of 
the Renaissance. 

Mr. Al E. Call's contribution 
(Li'l Abnik) displays much more 
talent. Mr. Catt's mastery of colour 
entitles him, in this critic's opin 
ion, to be classed with Titian, 
Giorgionc, Correggio, Tintoretto, 
Veronese, Turner and Reynolds. In 
his uncanny ability to fix upon 
canvas nature in motion he brings 
John Constable to mind. In the 
third frame on page twelve the 
masses of cloud driving across the 
sky and the exquisitely executed 
figure (one "B-69-0, a mytholog- 
ical character commonly supposed 
to frequent a region called Pincus 
Number II, a suburb of St. John's, 
Quebec) brooding over the tree- 
tops show the touch of the master's 
hand. This sharp satire and some- 
times crude realism are reminis- 
cent of Hogarth. 

The series designated "Steep Can- 
yon" clearly reflects the infuencc 
of Fra Giovanni Angellco in the 
dryness, precision, and simplicity 
of style and in the thinness and 
meagreness of the execution. 

Finally there is a scries entitled 
"Little Orphan Anarchy", which is 
nothing more than a blatant and 
uncalled for attack on capitalism, 
free enterprise, and war-profiteer- 
ing. Never since Narclss • Vlrgilio 
Diaz de al Pcria have we been sub- 
jected to such frivolous subjects 
and incorrectness of line. Like 
Romney the artist uses few colors 
and is frequently sketchy and care- 
less in the accessories, but com- 
pletely lacking in the breadth of 
treatment and inherent charm 
which makes Romncy's works ac- 
ceptable. He lacks the brilliance, 
vigor of tone, and truth in repre- 
senting accidental effects ( which 
condoned Constable's short-com- 
ings) but suffers from all of Con- 
stable's vices— heavily loaded com- 
position, spottiness ln the fore- 
grounds, etc. Lacking the clarity of 
line that was Louis David's the 
artistic pose of figures that was 
Reynold's, and the grace, tender- 
ness, character and dramatic 
power, drawing, composition, tex- 
ture, color, and chiaroscuro that 



d. 



Cavanagh s Pharmacy Reg' 
J. G. Richard, Ph.O. Prop. 
.2001 McGill Collect Ave. 

Motor Delivery to all paru ol 
the City. PL. 6669 



CHRISTMAS GIFT 
SUGGESTIONS 

For the Man on Your List 

TIES (boxed) .... 1.00 to 2.50 

HUNDREDS OF DESIGNS TO SELECT FROM 

MEN'S HOSE (boxed) 
Penmans 1.00 up 



Wolsleys 
Diamonds - 
Argylcs - «■ 
B.V.D. Shirts 
Blue Blazers 



- - - 1.50 
•- - • 2.95 
3.25 and 3.50 

- - ■ 3.95 up 
. - - 32.50 



Mclaughlin & harrison 

Custom Tailors & Clothiers 
1461 McGill College Ave. 
LA. 3544 



WANT A PLACE 
TO LIVE 

Three students sharing a 
comfortable rented house 
in N.D.G. desire to add 
another one or two, co-op 
basis. If interested, 
phone 

DE. 3149 Evenings 




For School! For College! 
For Career! 



ROYAL 
PORTABLE 



Your old typewriter regardless of age or condition will 
be accepted as your down payment on the purchase of 
a new Royal portable typewriter and payable In 
monthly payments for as low as $6.46 per month and 
with free service and guarantee for one year. 

RENTALS REPAIRS SALES SERVICE 
ON 

ADDING MACHINIS . ™lQUt P WtfCTOM 

CALCULATORS TYPIWMrtU 
Special Rental Rater /or Studintt on Typewriters 

ADDING MACHINE SERVICE CO. 



11 83 -Union Avenue 



PLoteau 4441 



Not Know What You Want For 

CHRISTMAS? 



ASK FOR A 



McGILL ANNUAL 49 



n 



A cheque payable to the Students Executive Council in 
Montreal for five dollars is a gift you will really apprec- 
iate when January 31st, 1949, arrives — this is the last ' 
• date to order the '49 Year Book. 

ASK SANTA FOR THIS LASTING PRESENT 
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SKIERS 

All skiers wishing lor a C class 
zone card, unless otherwise notified, 
will have to enter a qualifying 
race to be held by the Laurcntian 
zone. The first race will be held cn 
January 0. 

For details please go the general 
office at the Sir Arthur Currie gym. 

Wishing You All % 

t A Right Merry Xinas « 
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and 

the Best of Luck 
in the 
New Year 

from 

Powter's Prompt & 
Punctual Printery 
Ltd. 



Don't lot Too Much Plum Pudding* 





Messiah 



The performance of Handel's 
"Messiah" by the Elgar Choir at 
Notre Dame Church on Monday 
night, although somewhat short of| 
inspiring, was certainly an excel- 
lent one. In the combination of 
choir, organist and soloists, the lat- 
ter -were by far the most responsi- 
ble for the weak parts of the pre- 
sentation. The contralto and soprano 
lacked certain elements essential In 
solo singing, although the male so- 
loists did maintain a high level 
of performance. 

The choir showed great spirit 
and energy, which it sustained! 
throughout the performance and' 
brought to a true climax in the con- 
cluding chorus of the work. "Wor- 
thy is the Lamb That Was Slain." 
It was evident that their director, 
Berkley E. Chadwick .had done a 
conscientious job in their training 
on precision, for at no time were 
there loose ends in the singing. 
Particularly in the chorus. "For 
Unto Us a Child Is Born," which is 
susceptible to dragging and lazy 
vocalism, the exact, sharp execu- 
tion of the rylhm was very appre- 
ciable. 

In the "Hallelujah Chorus." the 
co-ordination between the organ 
and choir was perfect .The voices 
blended with one another and in 
McGILL SHOW RELEASE station CJAD. An original radio turn with the organ in such exact 
The McGill Radio Show will pre- , rwin Brodjc ^ .. Homc tirninK . ,„., hardlv , vibration was! 

sent its last show before Christmas ; out of place. Everywhere, the rich.! 

'on Tucs., Dec. 21. at 10.05 p.m., over! For Christmas." ( strong tonal quality and flexibility 



of the voices produced an impress- 
ive characterization of the work. 

Even to one who is not familiar 
with organ playing, the fact that 
Mr. Kenneth Meek is a musician 
of unusual calibre was quite plain. 
His performance was beautifully 
neat, as well as powerful. The bal- 
ance he maintained with the 
chorus and soloists was exquisite. At 
no time did he allow a note or 
chord to slip from the balance, to 
the disadvantage of the voices, and 
at all times his precision was match- 
less. 

Mina Grant. Armonde Davis 
Ken McAdam and Harry Maud? 
sang soprano, contralto, tenor and 
bass respectively. Miss Grant pos- 
sesses a metallic tonal quality In 
the lower keys and an uppor regis- 
ter which for the most part pro- 
duced what seemed to be beautiful 
and rich singing. Actually, it was 
the result of forced efforts which 
could not be depended on indefin- 
itely. When Miss Grant reached the 
air, "1 Know That My Redeemer 
Livcth," her voice had run Its 
course and produced a taut, un- 
pleasant effect. 

Miss Davis is an artist of greater 
finesse. She has a good, well-con- 
trolled voice capable of expressive 
singing. However, it is a weak voice 
and one which could not show up 
to good advantage in the "Messiah." 
The tenor and bass on the other 
hand, turned in extremely fine per- 



UNIVERS1TY CHRISTMAS 
SERVICE 

A special Christmas service will 
lake place this Sunday evening, 
Dec. 19th. at 7:30 in Divinity Hall. 
All students arc cordially invited 
to this carol service and to the 
Open House which will follow the 
S CM.. 3574 University Street. 



Canada lies in the path of the 
shortest air routes linking five con- 
tincnts. 




formances. Their rich, well-trained 
voices were used in an easy, confi- 
dent manner, and In the case of the 
bass, with a profound sympathy for 
the subject material. .. S. G. 



SHARE APARTMENT 
STUDENT AND WIFE HAVE 
BRAND-NEW four room flat in 
Roscmounl to share with another 
student and wife. Ultra modern 
Reasonable. 



A Pair of Skates — P. 1 




• yes, sir." He turned to call her. then he swung 
back on the man. He had a strange desire to tear 
off his fancy clothes and send him running back to 
his car for refuge. But all he said was: "It's about 
my father, isn't it?" 

The man nodded and again .limmy wanted to hit 
him. Why did he come in all his expensive success 
to talk about his father? His mother appeared be- 
hind him in the hall. 

"Who is it. Jimmy?" 
"Mrs. Blain?" the man asked. 

"Yes?" 

"I'm Mr. Connolly from the plant. Mav I come 

rtn?- 

"Ted has done something." It wasn't even a ques- 
tion, Just a statement as if she had been fearing 
something for a long time and now here it was. She 
wiped her hands nervously in her apron as she led 
the man to the living room. Jimmy switched on 
the table lamp. The red crepe paper his mother 
had wrapped around the shade gave the light a 
peculiar pink glow and made the room seem un- 
familiar to him. 

The man looked around. 
"You have a comfortable homr. Mrs. Blain." 
Why can't he say what It Is?" Jimmy screamed 
silently. Hid my father get loto a fl»M again? And 
finally came the one thought ht did not want to 
think: Did he hurst somebody badly? 

Please tell me why you've come?" his mother 
asked, her voice low and urgent. She never looked 
more tired to Jimmy. 

"Can I speak with you alone. Mrs. Blain?" the man 
asked. 

"No, mother. I want to stay." 
. "Jimmy can hear whatever it is." 

"Please sit down. Mrs. Blain." The man motioned 
her to a chair near the window. He swallowed be- 



Street-car Incident — P.J 

receding ear for a moment. His lips were compressed. 
Then he began to walk rapidly back to the bus-stop. 

Out of the fog in front of him appeared the blonde 
whose parcel he had picked up. She smiled, and 
stopped. 



fore he spoke again. "You know I have always 
been fond of your, husband. Mrs. -Blain. He got along 
well with the boys." 

"Yes." Her voice was a whisper. 

"There was an explosion at the plant this after- 
noon. Your husband rescued three men from it." 

His mother looked confused. She closed her eyes and 
shook her head slightly as if trying to clear her mind, 
to readjust her thoughts. Then her mouth tightened 
so that the skin was too small for her face. 

"Where is he now?" 

The man with the hat still in his hand did not 
answer Immediately. At last he said softly: 

"He was a brave man, Mrs. Blain. I wanted to 
come and tell you before the afternoon papers were 
but. " He talked fast as if he were afraid she would 
faint before he finished. "We tried to hold him 
back. They can't die before Christmas," he said, and 
broke away from us." . 

Jimmy saw his mother sit there in the chair. She 
did not cry or move, but she looked like a taut rope 
just before it breaks. The man went on talking. 

"You and your son will be well taken care of. We 
will sec to that." 

His mother breathed. 'a long slow breath thai 
went shuddering through her body. She put out 
her hand, pulled Jimmy to her and started to brush 
back his hair. The man. too. became conscious of 
him. 

"Son. before your father—" he paused, searching 
/or words.- - Before your father went in for the last 
time, he told one of the men that if— if he didn't 
come nut to be sure you got skates for Christmas. He 
said it was very important." The man tried to 
smile. "We'll go down and choose them tomorrow 
morning, shell we? I'd like you to come too, Mrs. 
Blain— jf you can." 

His mother nodded. Then she clung to Jimmy, 
her arms tight around him, and started to cry. 



AH, THE WEEKEND 

I say. Uircc cheers for the weekend! 

It's the tiling that we live and die for. 

We hope the hell well live 'til the next one. 

But know we'll die rigid niter. 

BY WHAT? 

Western's run by farmers, 
Toronto's run by sflimoos, 
Queen's, is run by millionaires, 
But McGill is run by booze! 

A DIN MERRpW 

ON DRUNKENNESS 

A man gets drunk with many thing— 
With wine, 
With love, 
With Rime, 

A man get- drunk with many things— 
Bui mostly just with life —'or lime. 

ADIX M 1211 ROW 




EXPORT 

CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 



Many 
Valuable Prizes. 



F O 11 II M 

TONIGHT ONLY ! 
CONCERT and DANCE 

ADVANCE I.7S TAX INCL. ; 
Night "f Iiancr Î.00 tax Incl. 
TICKETS NOW ON BALK AT 
Mndsay's, I.a Salle Music. Mndrrn- 
ajc, F.sqiilrr Cafe and Forum nox 
Office. 

Contcstanti Leave Bntritt at 
Forum Box OfrVce 



> 



"I beg your pardon." she said. "Can you tell me 
the time?'*" 

He scarcely slowed his stride or moved lib lips 
as he answered: 

"Get the hell out of my way, madam." 



There's nothing like well- 
groomed hair to improve your 
appearance— and make a hit 
with the girls! That's why 
Brylcreem is so popular with 
men everywhere . . . why it is 
the largest selling hair dressing 
in Canada! It instantly 
makes your hair smooth, well- 
groomed, attractive — without 
being smelly or greasy. 

GIRLS — Brylcreem is an ex- 
cellent dressing for your hair 
too — fry it! 

FREE COMB Get a special 

Brylcreem 

pocket-comb and case! Send an 
empty Brylcreem carton with your 
name and address to : 

Brylcreem, Department sl 

294 Richmond St. W. 

Toronto, Ontario 



Brylcreem 

NO CUM • «0 SOAP • «0 ALCOHOL • R0 STARCH 



ARTS & SCIENCE 



NEW YEAR'S EVE 



PARTY 



Westernaires 'Orchestra 



UNION BALLROOM 
Ï0 P.M. — 3 A.M. 



Tickets in Union Tuck Shop at $4.50 Couple 



Freda — P. 1 



you are glad to be in Canada now. 
Surely you can be glad now that 
you have left all that behind you." 

Somehow she was a little cold 
again, more like the Freda In the 
back corner of the classroom. 

"I'm sure I can." she said. 

I was very young at this lime. 
Walking home by myself in the 
night. I felt deeply responsible for 
life and war and refugees. 




SATURDAY NIGHT 



Dec. 18 



' WOMEN'S UNION 

CHRISTMAS DANCE 



TICKETS: 

$1.00 per person 



IN R.V.C. 
en talc at 



Union Tuck Shop 

R.V.C. 
ARTS BLDG. 



BOOK EXCHANGE 

OPEN TODAY 
11.30 A.M. — 1.30 P.M. 
TO CLAIM UNSOLD BOOKS 
BOOKS UNCLAIMED BY THIS TIME WILL BE 
CONFISCATED 



LES AMIS DE L'ART 
BALLET DANCE COMPETITION 

First ITlie— S200 
Second Prize— $100 

Two competitions for wind and 
percussion instruments have al- 
ready been launched by this Asso- 
ciation. Now a third contest for Bal- 
let dancing is open to all Canadian 
citizens of from 12 to 20 years of 
age. 

This is an exceptional opportunity 
for any student who intends to 
pursue studies In this Art. 

Anyone wishing to participate in 
the contest must fulfil the follow- 
ing requirements: 

Submit a certificate, signed by a 
professor, stating that the student 
has had four years of study. Pre- 
pare a dance routine plus six vari- 
ations in different tempo. A practic- 
al short Ballet costume or tutu is 
required. All male contestants must 
perform variations of "Pas de 
Deux" as well as a great elevation 
solo. 

Registration will be accepted un- 
til December 31. 1848. and Winners 
will be announced on March 12, '49. 

Preliminaries will take place on 
March 8. 

For further Information please 
call the Association, FR. 1119. situ- 
ated at 3815 Calixa-Lavallce. Mont- 
real. 

Birth Certificate is required. 



Hmm . . . Dawson! Could that be in the Yukon? 



SPECIAL RATES FOR STUDENTS 



Save money, lime and trouble this Christmas. Send relatives 

and friends a year's subscription to magoiinci that offer you 
. ipecial rates: 

Regular Studcntt 

Time $ 6.50 S 5.00 

Life 6.00 4.75 

Fortune 12.50 7.50 

Compare the two; then pick up the phone and dial MA. 1980 

and tell ui what you need. 

An attractive card will announce your gift. 



Obtainable On/y through: 

Student Subscription Agency 

Apt. 8, 2022 Union Avenue, Montreal 



McGILL CHORAL SOCIETY 

Presents 
. A CHOIR OF 250 VOICES 

« 

» 

in 

A PROGRAMME OF 

CHRISTMAS MUSIC 

FEATURING . 

THE NUTCRACKER SUITE 
As Arranged by 
Fred Waring 



TONIGHT 8:30 




